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We publish this,
our “Yule Tide”
greetings to you.

el

We feel that this is a time
when we should all pause
in the hurry and strain of
active life and think for a
‘moment of the human side
of business.

i

And so we publish this for
the very human reason
that we want to say a
friendly “hello’ to youand
with heart-deep sincerity
extend the happiest greet-
‘ings of the season and
wish you the pleasantest
of good things for Christ-
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We believe in making
friends as well as custom-
rs in business, and we

~ ry to make our store ser-
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v vice exhibit that spirit
~ distinctly by being just as
helpful and pleasant as
we can make it.
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/§o here's a hand-clasp
wrosgﬁ_@_hg _newspgpg:ﬂtg

-:-é-h «hose we can't reach in

L»erson.

o & Td
amerry Christmas to you
JdRIS1 may you win more

ads, prosperity and

iness in 1914 than
« before.
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CHRISTMAS IN GERMANY.

A Day of Chesrinens and Happineas
Thoroughout the Fatherland,

The Germun Christmas bas local dif-
ferences In various provinces. ‘The
Christmas tree s unlversal, for this Is
its home. At wmuny places the whole
fumily go o early service, at & or 6
o'clock, ns the custom may be, and in
some parts of the country every oue
carrles a lighted candie. These can.
dles, placed on the backs of the pews,
gometimes make the oniy lght in the
church. At some places when the
clock strikes 12 on Christmas eve the
bells ring and every honse and church
is gquickly Hghted up.

Christmas § o day of cheeriness and
happiness throughout Germany. The
presents are usuplly simple Men and
angels and many kinds of crestures
are fashioned In gingerbread. It Ia
,twisted Into many grotesque shbpes,
and sometimes it Is gullded. Tians
Christian  Andersen’s story of the
“Honeybrond Soldler” will be better
understond by any one who has spent
a Christmns {8 Gormany
| 1o Hanover, just when the candles
on the Christmns troe are dying out,
there will be & wmysterious rap on the
door and n bundie will be thrown Into
the room. It contains a little prosent |
for every member of the family and
comic verses for some of them |

BAberammaorgnn there Is n more |
distinetly religlous tone given to the
whole holiday. The Christ Child is the |
guardian angel of the Ume. It Is he,
they say, who brings the Christmns |
tree. He comes down from heaven on
Ohristmans ove, bolding It in his haods. |
Two angels beariug presents iy before
him and two bebind, He puts the tres
an the table, rings » boll and lﬂu;
away. He brings a blesaing to the
ehildren that have been obedlent.

To the children of Oberammergau
8L Nicholas s an angel In dagulse |
Ho goos nbout from house (o houase lo
rageed clothes nnd with a bag on his
back. e glves » lound koock at the |
|door and asks. “Are the children
icuml?" If the unswet b “Yes™ he

leaves froits and candies. If the an. |
| awer s “No" he lpnves 8 stick
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A CHRISTMAS LETTER. :
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ll)?’_&l LEST PHYLLIS, pray remember
when you're making wp the lst
Of your presenis for December (unless 1
am o be missed)
That 1've slippers, pleture brackets, smok.
ng sets of various Lypes,
il n Aosen mmoking jackels, Lhirty-sev-
s tesrwchaum plpes,
| Twenly patent “'Kid glove menders,'” onl-
ar hoxes by (he seore, -
Of embrollersd ik suspenders, forty-
loven palrs of more
| Thal sach yetr sfnbe | was Iwenty I've
roceived u paperweight,
HHave pen wipera, Mksiands planty, Dapers
ontters —twanty -eight
That V'se Drowning and Lengfellow by
tha hundred —every kipd-—
Shakerpesre—hingk and hlun and yeflow;
Mitton il T searly bilnd

S0 thers's Just one presant saly that I'm

wanting in this Year
M my bachelarship =0 lone!y—thatl's yours
pelf, my Phyllis dosr
~James Courtney Challies

Attractive Bed Beta
Bedd saty consieting of spresd; pli-
low covers and valayes, are always a
welcome addition tn the napery closot,
and what oolor 10 selert pesdd Dot wor
ry the demor. as the smart thing o
thewe outfits Ia white scrim trimined
with eyelor embenldery or fliet lnser
tion, edging nnd motlf Blagkets may
soem & Bomels gift to send ol Christ
was tne. hat auy bogeskeeper will be '
gingd to have one In thick, soft Austrs.
Han wonl, tn pale bine, rose or mauTs,
and Lound with satin ribbon :
Ope of the pleest things to wend to 8
howsekseping friend 1s a set of toweln. |
tthnhtwl‘-IMInnm
of extra Jarge sived and h-
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A Feel In the Christmas Air

Q' the horn? No, no!

By JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY

HEY'S a kind o' feel in the air to me
When the Chris'mas times sets in
That's about as much of a mystery

As ever 1've run ag'in.

Fer instunce, now, whilse 1 gain in weight

And gineral health, 1 swear

THNey's a goneness somers | can't quite state—

A kind o' feel in the air,

They's a feel in the Chris'mas air goes right

To the spot where a man lives at}

It gives a feller a appetite—

They ain't no doubt about that!

And yit they's somepin—1 don't know what—

That follers me here and there

And ha'nts and worries and spares ‘me not—

A kind o' feel in the air,

They's a feel, as 1 say, in the air that's jest

As blamed-on sad as sweet.

In the same ra-sho as I feel the best

And am the spryest on my feet

They's allus a kind o' sort of a ache

That 1 can't locate nowhere,

But it comes with Chris'mas, and no mistake—

A kind o' feel in the air.

Is it the racket the children raise?

Why. no !—God bless 'em, no!

Is it the eves and the cheeks ablaze,

Like my own wuz long ago?

Is it the bleat o' the whistle and beat

O’ the little toy drum and blare

The sad-sweet feel In the air.

-

It is jest the sweet—
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Christmas present hablt. and some
thioes | am obllged o give 2 matiy as \ o v
thirty or forty gifta. By not spending

shopplag right now m ot .
with.” said llnlnl-lilhr‘z _‘.

Little Jack Horner
" and ;
His Clln'stmas Pie

With Variations In the Style
of the Poets

By CALLY RYLAND
S+ bbb It TR L

ITTLE Jack Horner sat in &
Eating his Christmas pile,
He put in his thumb and pul
out a plum
And said, “What = good boy am 1*
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If Edgar Allan Pos Had Written It

Bew Jack Horner In his corner
With his ple

‘Where's s ma? Will no one warn ber?
Ho will dle!

With a thumblet that ls doting

While he's gloating, gloating, gloating,

He s Oshing tor the floating
Flum, oh, my!

All his boast of helng good.

W

Careful of his dally food, 20m
Twinkles maorrily within hia saucy eysatglan

o s & water

"= = ?ge fnd-

Robert Browning Might Have Donef:
Pu-l.ryl all or nothing; It ia not m

dough
Pounded and pulled and puzsled over, -u’\RIDE
Yor whiteness or for lightneas—and
ple
Was of the very stuft o life, sir. ~s
Nonne of your blundering bits of work,
Infinitely eatabis, Wall, Horner sal 4
Ruminating. "Twas Christmas, ruminsl. .
lng time, :
Tou nay, and you are right, wir,
Lasily alive and open mouthed he sat,
Foallng the pastry tickle at his lipa
Yot scarcely knowing how to fathom It
When of & sudden—ah, the fullow's keen - r
Ocourred hia thumb to him, whereupon d
Btralghtway he plunged It in the sweet.
“Good boy!" quoth he, and pulled out a .
damp plum. L

This Would Be Walt Whitman's Styls ' = ™
1 sing the Chrivtmas ple,
Tus four, the lard, the butter that com-
pose IL;
The richnesa of it lwllnl.
A divine nimbus exhales from
It attracts with fleros, umnubh gitrae.
tlon,
I am drawn by s bresth no less (han
Juck Horner, who holds It upon his

Mnean
1 am one with the plum concealed in
mammuth vastness.
1 loowen mywell, pass frecly and am a
the door of Homer's lps,

to taste its Ingredients, {J -
But hohdu- not know how to get at you, i
He lll.l. uleeplly consldering the pose of]

Ing his gluttony.

Presently & fine smile comes on to his
face. He lunges Into the ple with
firm thumb. Its crust yielde {

Ho poswessen himself of its richness (

Oh, young men, 1 would not have you aht N\
in n corner eonsldering ple stuMngn. }

his head, his puffed out lips, lutnr j
1

Be bold. You—whoever you are—are al-
Jowed the eternal purparis of a ple

(I loved a certain Christmas pis ardently, /
and It gave me Indigention.

Yet out of that 1 have written (his song) .

€ now
In the Great Willilam Shaksspaare's
Btyle. o
“Bweot pastry, do uot scorn ma, 8o aut
giba

And frown at me with crusty surllness.
1 km:ﬁlhll in your flaky depths lx hid-
d

A mammoth plam, which, ‘Ods my Nttle
Nret
'l have it if | must awing for 'L Thus |
Jacquen, s
Whao, thersupon, with swashing stab of
the thumb,
fAmate through the orlapy 1id, which ernt
bald tight. &
And vﬂh triumphant shout, “'Ods bodl- /

l'-wd iad 11" withdrew the sought for
Plum, >
R =

|
Algernon Charles Swinburne's Btyle. i
Hero whare the world Is quiet, :
Here upon Christmas day, :
With pluma and s ple for diet,
In & corner sat Hornaer,
No feasi Was aver swestor,
No Anger wus ever Newler
To yank a plum wilh glee to
A mouth thal gapes alway. L |

+ Saving Up For Chrium

strest car lendersd the conductor

ope dollar Wil I peyient for (w
fares and, recelviog bis change, care
tully seleetod the len cent pleces and
placed thems ln & sepamate pockel
“From the Ist of Sepltember ontil
Obrletmas | never spend a dima,™ be
explalned to his companion. “Every
time | got one | keop It separmte from
my other change, and when | get hom-
I depoalt my dimes In one of those
mvings banks that don't open unti
thay couvtnin $10. I wm omne of a
Yory lnrge famlly adlicied to toe

A well dressed man in a Ma ?

my dimes | erente a Chris fung
without really feeling it 1 have dogs
this for sevora! yoars and find it an e

cethont plan.” —Phlindelplila Reesed. -

e —

Why Sha Shops m'_
*I'm poing to start




